Dreams to Reality

Love- Hurt- Dreams- Worries- Love.  That is the way it went for Ash Ketchum and Misty Waterflower.  No, not their whole life, it was all crammed into about 10 hours.  Let me tell you a story of these two, whilst on their pokemon journey…

The sun shone bright across the beach of Eastwood Bay.  Ash, Misty, Brock along with their pokemon, Pikachu and Togepi, walked along this certain beach.

Misty smiles, ‘Ahh… nothing can get better then this…’ then she looked at Ash, ‘Almost nothing…’

“I wonder if there are any pokemon around here that I can catch!” said Ash, looking persistently at the sand, hoping a shelder or something might pop up.

Misty put on a bored face, ‘I change my mind… this IS as good as it gets.’

“That’s all you can really think of, isn’t it Ash?  I bet you couldn’t find a tentacool if it hit you in the face,” said Misty.

“Oh yeah!?” shot back Ash.

“Oh yeah!” said Misty.

“Oh brother,” mumbled Brock, “Hey, I heard there’s a special place for pokemon breeding around here,” said Brock.

“Really?  I wonder where it is,” said Misty.

“Tokie!  Tokie!  Briiiiiiii!” said Togepi.

They walked along the warm sand for half an hour more.

Ash glanced to Misty, then to Pikachu.  ‘Gee, I don’t know what to do first- train my pokemon or try to get enough money for Misty’s bike,’ Ash thought to himself.  Then he looked at Misty one more time, ‘but… then she’ll have to leave if I get her bike… I- I- I… don’t want her to leave…’

Soon some dark clouds showed up, and the sun became dimmer.

“Looks like it’s going to rain soon,” said Ash.

“Pika,” said Pikachu.

“Tokie…” said Togepi sadly.

And it did sooner or later.  It was first a small shower that they could stand for a while.  Since the sand became damp, they found the cement road, and walked along that.

The shower turned into some pretty heavy rain, and bolts of lightning shot down from the sky.  Wind began to blow, stinging their faces.

They pulled out their raincoats.  Pikachu was tucked under Ash’s raincoat, and Misty had Togepi wrapped up tightly under hers.

“There must be a lighthouse or something around here!” shouted Misty through the screaming winds.

Misty felt like the hair band that held up her ponytail was going to blow off.  Ash had to clamp his hand onto his cap so it didn’t blow away.  Brock kept his arm in front of his face, so the rain and wind didn’t sting so much.

They trudged on for an hour in constant rain, thunder, lightning, and winds, before seeing a lighthouse with a giant pinwheel whirling rapidly at the top.

“Look!  We can go there!” said Brock, pointing to the lighthouse.

They ran faster, hoping to get through the storm.  Though once they were about 1000 feet away from the lighthouse, the land began to shake.

“I- i- i- it’s an ea-ea-ea-earth-th-th qua a a a kk e!” shouted Ash as he lost his balance.

Misty and Brock toppled over too.

“The road-” shouted Misty. “It’s breaking in half!” and she pointed to the growing crack in the cement road.

Ash and Misty were on one side, but Pikachu and Togepi had jumped out from Ash and Misty’s jackets from fright and loss of balance and landed to where Brock was, which was the other side of where the road split in half.

The split was burst upwards, so Brock, Togepi and Pikachu toppled down on their side, while Ash and Misty fell out from the other.

“Who o o o o a a a a ah!” screamed Misty, and she gripped onto Ash’s jacket as they slid off, and landed to the mud.

“Head for the lighthouse,” shouted Ash, and they ran towards it.

The earth still uprooted and shook wildly, and just to make things worse, it was pouring, and the sharp winds hit their faces like they were whipped wet towels.

They were so close to the lighthouse, but the earthquake raged on, and the giant pinwheel popped off the top, and fell down to the ground.  Though it didn’t stop spinning, it came rolling towards Ash and Misty… then just Misty.

It reached her.  One of the large panels hit Misty’s lower left leg, then it went back a little, but not enough for it not to have the next panel, just as quickly, hit the side of her mouth, and it started to bleed.  The final panel that hit her stomach, sent her flying about 20 feet past it.

She laid there, almost about to faint.  She felt the incredible pain on her left leg, the corner of her mouth bled and blood trickled down her chin, another large, sharp pain was in her stomach, and the wet mud covered her skin and clothes.

“T- T- Togepi……… A- A- Ash…” were the last two words she coughed out before drifting off to dreamland.

The large pinwheel hit the ground on its side, and stopped turning, the exact moment Misty was rendered unconscious, which was the exact same time the earthquake stopped.  A flash of lighting hit, and lighted up the area for a split second, but that split second was enough for Ash to see Misty, bruised, bloody, covered in dirt and mud, and breathing so softly, you would probably think she was dead.

“MISTY!!!” cried out Ash and he ran to the unconscious Misty.  “Misty…” he whispered, and tears rushed down his face.  One landed on her right cheek.  “…Misty…”

The man who lived in the lighthouse thought he heard some yelling and rushed out to the two kids.

Misty opened her eyes, and found herself in complete darkness, and her raincoat was not on anymore.  She was back in just her shorts, yellow, sleeveless shirt, and suspenders.  The last thing she remembered was the giant pinwheel smacking her in the leg, face, and stomach.  The pain was still there.

Misty tried to get up, but she couldn’t so easily because of her leg, and her stomach hurt every time she either spread out or scrunched in.

“Whe- where am I?” she wondered. 

She held her hand in front of her face, and could see it just fine, but when she looked at her surroundings, it was all complete darkness.

Misty limped around.  Even though her right leg was the one doing all the work, there wasn’t a sound coming from it. 

Then she heard a very familiar voice saying, “You’ll be okay, Misty…”

Just then, she felt a warm and tingling sensation in her lips.  Her eyes widened in surprised, but it was a nice feeling, so she smiled.  Soon her whole body felt warm and relaxed, except for her leg, face, and stomach of course.  Then a beam of light shout out from all the darkness like chipping paint off an old house, though the rest of the place was still completely black.  There was no gray or any light reflecting from any possible walls.  

The beam of light shone down on her.  It wasn’t blinding light, but it was warm, bright, and made her feel cheerful and happy.

Misty smiled, but that soon turned to confusion, as she saw a ribbon twirl out of the hole from the beam of light.  It was shiny and reflected off all the colors of the rainbow.  It circled around her, then became smaller.  The ribbon flowed off its rotation around her and wrapped around her lower leg.  The ribbon glowed, and Misty felt her tensed leg muscles loosen.  It felt like the lower part of her leg was being massaged.  She could even feel the presence of somebody’s hands, though there were no hands; no body except hers.  Though she couldn’t help but think that the invisible hands massaging her felt very familiar.  Soon, the pain in her leg was gone.

Another beam of light shot out from above her, cracking the darkness, and she felt warm and happy.  About a half of as far as she could see was filled with light and warmth.

Soon she saw a large piece of cloth float gently over her and then landed on her like a cloak.  The cloth glowed and all the dried mud was wiped off of her body.  The cloth shrank and the blood on her mouth and chin was wiped off too.  Then she felt another tingling and warm sensation in her lips.

Yet another beam of light cracked open the darkness, and it shone down on her.  She felt almost completely relaxed and care- free, except her stomach had the sharp pain, but it was soon going to stop.

Another shiny ribbon flew out from a beam of light and circled around her.  The ribbon shrank and wrapped around the bare midriff part of her: her yellow shirt was short, so the part of her torso showed.

Then she felt the strange massaging feeling again on her back, and the tensed muscles there loosened not only the ones tensed from fright, but the muscles around her stomach that was tensed from the panel of the giant pinwheel.  Once again, she felt the presence of some very familiar hands.

Then a final blow of light broke through the darkness, and everyplace around her was light and cheery.  There was absolutely no blackness left.

She heard the familiar voice again saying, “I hope you wake up, Misty…”

Then she felt like she was teleporting out, as the light overcame and surrounded her.  

Ash looked down at Misty, worried.  He had taken care of her wounds; all that was left was for her to open her eyes.

Misty was breathing normally, unlike when Ash found her, breathing so softly it was like she wasn’t breathing at all.

“Mm… e… ah…” mumbled Misty and her eyelids flickered a bit.

Misty’s eyes fluttered open.  Her aqua colored eyes looked sharply at her surroundings.

‘It was… a dream?’ she wondered.

She looked down and saw she was in a small bed.  Her bare midriff part of her was wrapped in bandages, and so was her lower leg.  She gently touched where her mouth was bleeding, but all that was left was a very tiny hint of warmth embedded in her lips.

“Misty!” shouted Ash and the next thing Misty knew, she was being hugged tightly by Ash.

Tears of joy trickled down Ash’s cheeks, as he was relieved to have Misty alive and well.

“Now our patient is up,” said a deep voice.

“Huh?” wondered Misty and she looked to her right and saw Mark McGolln, the care-taker of the lighthouse, standing by the bed, “Are you the one who saved me?”

He chuckled, “No.  Your friend here,” he gestured to Ash, “is the one who did most of that part.  I merely handed him the bandages,” and Mr. McGolln chuckled again.

“I’m so glad you’re alright,” said Ash and gave Misty an extra squeeze, “I- I- I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

The extra squeeze gave Misty the same warm and relaxing feeling as in her dream.

Ash let go with his eyes full of tears.

“You were the one who bandaged me,” she said.

Ash blushed.  “Ehh… well…” he stammered.

“… And you were the one who massaged my leg and back…,” said Misty, and Ash blushed even more,

“… and you kissed me… twice …”

Now the area above his cheeks and between his eyes were as red as a rose.

Misty smiled. 

“Thanks,” said Misty and she kissed him.

Then there was a faint knocking on the door.  Mark opened it and saw Brock.

Ash and Misty heard a muffled voice from the other room, “Is Ash and Misty here?” the voice asked.

“Why yes, and you are?” asked Mark.

“Brock!” exclaimed Ash and Misty and they walked into the hall and to the door.

“Tokie!  Tokie!  Briiiiiiiii!” squeaked Togepi and he jumped out from Brock’s arm and climbed up to Misty.

“Hi, Togepi!” said Misty and she hugged the baby pokemon in her arms.

“Pika!” said Pikachu and immediately hopped out from Brock and to Ash, with his cheeks flickering with electricity.

“Hey, Pikachu,” said Ash, and he patted Pikachu’s head.

“Brock, what happened to your arm?” asked Misty, and she noticed Brock’s right arm was tied up in a bandage and rested in a sling.

“It got twisted in the earthquake,” he replied, “but it looks like you took more of a beating,” he gestured to her bandages wrapped around her.

“I will take that fault,” said Dr. McGolln, thinking of the giant pinwheel that popped off the top of his lighthouse.

‘That I don’t mind though…’ Misty thought to herself and gave a squeeze to Ash’s hand, and he squeezed back.

“Was there something I missed, here?” asked Brock, thinking this was a little abnormal.

“No,” said Ash.

“Everything is as it should be,” finished Misty.

-End

